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seriously. Royalty never undertake any sport unless
determined to do it well: in consequence they set as fine
an example in the snow-fields of Europe as in the Court
circles of Buckingham Palace.

The Hugh Campbell family is loyalty itself to St.
Anton: they have motored out there from England for
five successive years, so will have glimmerings of
sympathy for us in our minor troubles. S., during our
short halt, was supervising the chauffeur in the re-
adjustment of the chains on the wheels, impatient to be
on the road to Innsbruck. Colonel Campbell is as bold an
operator in the world of finance as he was in the world of
war from 1914 to 1918, when he collected a D.S.O. and
an O.B.E. He is always cheerful, and very encouraging
to the younger generation.

"How are your two-year-olds?" I ask Mr. Ernest
Thornton Smith, whom I visualise more at the steps of a
racecourse weighing-room talking to his trainer Fred
Templeman than on the snow-slopes, though he was an
international ice-hockey player. His answer is typically
Delphic: "Some will be able to run, others will not. We
shall weed those out." A very successful owner, a
shrewd power in big financial deals, a Government
director on the Pig Marketing Board, he ladles out
Christmas hospitality to the villagers on his Telscombe
estate with all the bonhomie of a Sussex Squire. I only
hope he offers his friends the chance to' participate in his
more mundane "good things" with equal zest: there
would be little poverty in that large circle.

All the little Tyrolean villages in the valley leading
to Innsbruck provide good ski-ing, and at Innsbruck
itself there is luxury ski-ing; the hotels are big and
good, there are cable-railways up the mountains, and